
My water's on the earth.and not on him* 

March on, and marke King Richard how he lookcs . 

The trumpets found, Richard appear eth on the Walls, 
lull. See fee King Richard doth hitnfeHc appeare, 
As doth theblnfhing djfcontcnted Sunne, 

From out the ficric portall of the Eaft, 

When he perceiucs the enuious dpwdes are bent 
T o dim me his glorie>and to ftaine the tracke 
Ofhis bright paflage to the Occident, 

York* Yet looker he like a King,hcholdc his eyes 
As bright as is the Eagles, lightens forth 
Controlling raaicftie;alacke alacke for woe, 
Thatanyharme fhould ftaine fo fairea (hew. 

King We are amazde, and thus long haue we ftoode* 
To watch the fcareful bending of thy knee, 

Bccaufe we’thought our felfe thy lawful Kings 
And if wee be,howe dare thy joynts forget 
To pay their aweful 1 duety to our prefc nee? 

If we be not, fhew vs the hand of God 
That hath difraift vs from our Stewardship; 

For well we know no hand of bloudanctbone 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter* 

Vnlcftc he do prophane,fteale*or vfurpe* 

And though you thinke that all as youhauedone 
Haue torne their foulcs, by turning them from vs. 

And we are barren and bereft offriends: 

Yet know, my maiftcr God omnipotent. 

Is muttering in his eloudes onourbehalfe. 

Armies of peftilcpce, and they (hall ftrike ,> 

Your children yet vn borne, and vnbegot, 

That lift your vaflaile handsagainft my head, 

And threat the gloric ofmy precious crowne. 

Tell Bullingbrookc, foryonnic thinkes he ftandes, 
That cuery ftride he makes vponmy land. 

Is dangerous f reafon $ heis come to open 
The purple teftament of bleeding warre: 
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King Rich ardthe feconi. 

But erff^thfj crowne* he Iciokes for.fiue in peace. 

Tea thousand bloudy crownes of mothers fonnes. 

Shall ill become the flower of Englandsface, 

Change the complexion of her maid- pale peace. 

To leaflet indignation and bedew 

Her paftors grafle with faithfull Englilh blond. 

Uprtb. The King of heauen forbid: our Lo: the king 
Should fo with ciuiJl and vnciuill armes, 
be rufht vpon , Thy thrife noble Cofen, 

Harry Bui iingbrooke doth humbly kifle thy hand, 

And by the honorable tombe he fwearcs. 

That ftands vpon your roiall grandfires bones* 

And by the roialtieS of both your blouds, 

Currents that fpring from one tnoft gratious head, 

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt* 

And by the woith and honor of himfclfc* 
Compnfingall that may be fworne or faid* 
Hiscomming hither hath no further (cope. 

Then for his lineall toialties, and to beg 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees* 

Which on thy roiall partie granted once* 

His glittering armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed ftceds to ftab!es,andhis hart 
T o faithfull feruice ofyour Maiefty. 

Thisfweares he, as he isprinceffe iuft* 

And as I am a gentleman I credit him. 

King Nor thumb erland,fay thus, the King returncs* 

His noble Cofen is right welcome hither, , 

And all the number of hisfairc demaunds. 

Shall be accomplifht without contradidlion. 

With all the gratious vttcrance thou haft, 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 


King We do debafe our fclues, Cofen do we not, 

To looke fo pborely, and to fpeake fo faire? 

Shall we call baclce Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the traitor and fo die? 

■4um, No good my Lorlcts fight with gentle words, 

G Till 
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